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Intro 


This is going to be long, over IO chapters | can say that for sure right now, maybe even longer. 
It's going to be a 2 part sort of idea. 

Type 0 are on two tours. 

Part One with Danzig, 1994 


Part Two with Pantera, 1995 


DISCLAIMERS: | don't know/own Type O Negative, Danzig Or Pantera 


Part | - Chapter One 


" Shirts.. Pants.. Underwear.. Shoes.. Socks." Peter listed quietly. He was packing for the tour which was the 
next day. Apparently the tour bus they were going to be living on for the next few months was rancid. This 
didn't get him very excited, and he wasn't excited about it in the first place. He was excited about this tour 
because it was with Danzig. He was a big fan; he couldn't wait to meet Glenn and the rest of the guys. He knew 
Josh, Kenny and Johnny were excited too. Although, Johnny was quite nervous. His first ever tour with Type 0 
and such a big, professional band being Danzig. Anyway, Peter had finally packed his stuff. He decided to go to 


sleep early. He didn't know why, maybe nerves. 


" This thing fucking stinks." Kenny was barely a foot on the bus when the tone changed. Peter shook his head 
as followed his friend in, then he was smacking in the face by the putrid smell, 

" Holy shit." Peter coughed. Josh gagged and Johnny just laughed. They sat around a bit to get the feel and 
then Danzig's tour bus pulled up near by. Glenn introduced himself to Peter, and the two had a good connection 
right away. They got on the road almost immediately, to Glenn's request. 

" Glenn's nice huh." Kenny said, taking a swig from his first, of many, beer. 

" Yeah, he is.. Not what | expected really. Thought he was going to be a little hot head" Josh muttered. 

" Well he's little, for sure," Kenny laughed. " I'm just hoping | don't get wasted with him." 

Peter turned to him and narrowed his eyes. 

" Why?" A swig of wine. 

" Cos.. I'll probably make a short joke and he'll head butt my balls." Kenny burst out laughing. Johnny too. Peter 
shook his head and carried on with his wine. 

" Already." He said under his breath. Kenny looked at him and grinned. 

" Already what? Short jokes?" He sounded fierce, like a school yard bully. 

" Yeah.. For fucks sake Kenny you don't have to make them. He's a nice guy." Johnny went quiet and carried on 
drinking. Josh was his usual quiet collected self and stayed out of the whole conversation. 

" Why, what are you gonna do?" Kenny's tone sounded playful again, to all the other members delight. 

" Nothing. I'm just saying-" 

" Peter has a crush" Johnny giggled. Peter turned his head quickly to face the giggling man A fast smack over 
the head stopped the laughing. 


All four men were in their bunks. Kenny drank himself to sleep on the couch, so Peter happily dragged his 
throw the beer and wine covered floor, including a few bottles, and shoved him into his bunk. Johnny went 
straight to sleep, as did Josh. But Peter was still awake. He had been laying there for about 3 hours, silently 
trying to persuade himself to sleep. For some reason, his muscles ached too. This didn't help him drift off 
either. 

' Go to sleep Peter. Sleep is nice. You can dream about the cats: He thought, amusing himself with his witty 
little ways. His thoughts turned to the tour after the 4th sleepless hour struck 

‘ This is going to be fun, He thought, playing with his fingers. ‘| mean, Glenn is nicer than expected, and the 
rest of the guys are cool. Actually Glenn's lovely: 

Peter checked the time. 3:0 lam. 

‘He's pretty hot too: 


Peter eyes widened. 


‘ Did | just think that? 


Chapter Two 


They had played almost twelve shows before they finally had a real break A full 2 day break So, they decided 
to do what they do best, and drink each other under the table. One the second night, all of Danzig accompanied 
the boys. The bar they were in was a dark, cold murky shit hole. Perfect. The wine was cheap, and the beers 
tasted like water with a hint of barley (didn't stop Johnny drinking them)and the booth they were sitting at 
pierced them with broken springs. By one in the morring, Peter was on his third bottle of wine, and he didn't 
feel affected at all. It may have been from him keeping an eye on Kenny, making sure no shorts jokes come out 
his big mouth and Glenn doesn't break him. 


" Yuck." Peter mumbled. 

" What?" Glenn smiled, continuing to pour his drink. 

" White wine.. Ew." Peter laughed, as he had the last gulp from the green bottle. Glenn offered the sparkling 
Chardonnay bottle to Peter, who pushed it back. 

" Excuse me," Glenn laughed." Is my white inferior to your red?" 

" Yes. Yes it is." Peter pointed his head upwards, like a posh gentleman being offended. He burst out laughing, 
and Glenn just shook his head, and sipped his drink 

" All right," Johnny announced." Who's gonna do shots with me? Jagerbombs!" 

" As long as you're paying." Glenn nodded. Peter agreed too, as did Kenny. The waitress brought the four shots 
over. Peter noticed Glenn watch her walk away. 

“EL 

The four men downed the drinks, and Glenn placed the shot glass on the table first and shot his arms up in 
victory. 

" | win, bitches." Glenn smirked. Kenny mumbled something under his breath. 

" What you say?" Glenn looked to the drunken Kenny, his eyes glossy from the alcohol. 

"| said-" 

" He said congrats." Peter interrupted. Glenn nodded and gave a glare at Kenny, who snarled back 


" Another?" Johnny grinned, looking for an agreeing stare. None. 


Another hour passed and Josh had gone back to the tour bus before anyone, then followed by Johnny helping 
Kenny walk. Except for Peter and Glenn, everyone had left. The two were discussing music and the tour. While 
chatting, Peter couldn't help but notice the amount of times Glenn watched the waitresses or random women 
walk by. 

" What are you looking at man, all those girls intrigue you?" Peter swirled the wine around. 

" Nah.. Just like watching asses." Glenn stretched, and finished his last drop of wine. 

" Well, I'm spent.. You wanna carry on talking or what?" He sounded quite tired, all the sudden 

"If you want to go you can, | don't mind." 

" No. If you're staying here, as am |. Anything to get away from Eerie's snoring for a bit longer." 

Peter snorted, " Just hold his nose haha" 

" You know Peter, you're a real nice guy." Glenn said, taking Peter by surprise. 

" So are you Glenn.. Always thought you were one of those short guys with no tempers." Peter chuckled. Glenn 


tilted his head to the side. 


" Why'd you think that?" 

Peter gulped, " No reason, just.. | don't know." 
"It's cute when you're lost for words." 

‘ What did he just say? Peter went wide eyed. 

" Back to the buses?" Glenn gestured to the door. 
" Yeah." Peter stood up, and they left. 


They came to the tour buses. It was very quiet, the lampposts weren't even buzzing. no lights on inside the 
buses neither. 

" Well, night Peter." Glenn said as he began to climb up the steps. 

" Oh Pete. Hold on come here." 

Peter spun around (his head instantly dizzy) and walked right up to Glenn, now the same height as him. Glenn 
smiled, and gently pressed his lips to Peters, startling him. 

" Night" Glenn said, as he shut the door. Peter stood there, silent, trying to work out what had just happened. 
He went straight to his bunk and lay in the deathly silence. 

‘ H-He kissed me.” His mind screamed. 

‘.. [+ was nice: He thought, before squeezing a pillow into his face. 


Chapter Three 


The boys played their half of the show and came straight off stage to the back room. Peter was hitting his 
second bottle, which confused his friends greatly. Due to both stage fright and his love for it, he'd usually be 
on at least his fourth, maybe even fifth. 

" You OK Pete?" Kenny said, tapping a beat on his knees. Peter dropped his day dream. 

" What.. Yeah I'm fine." Peter was his monotone self, as he slowly drank for the glittery green bottle. Josh had 
noticed the odd drinking pattern first, but in his head. He didn't say anything until Kenny mentioned it. They 
spent a bit more time backstage, then decided to go straight to the bus. They had another show tomorrow, 
and the timing was fucked, so they wouldn't have time to practice if they didn't sleep now. They all dragged 
themselves to the bus. Kenny and Johnny went to their bunks quickly, while Josh sat on the couch and asked 
Peter to sit with him. 


" So what you want-" 

" Why are you so weird lately." Josh's tone was so unfriendly, Peter was taken back 

" What do you mean?" Peter sunk into the seat. Josh rubbed his face. 

" For the last.. 2 weeks, you've been all weird. Like, real happy all the sudden. And you barely drank, what's 
up?" Josh sounded friendly-ish again. Well as much as his voice could achieve. 

" Hs nothing.. Is it so wrong l'm not drinking myself into a coma every night?" Peter smirked. He thought about 
the weird thoughts he's been having, and that oddly nice kiss. He realised his hands were sweating, and he had 
a weird shiver over come his body, even though it was quite hot in the bus. 


" Peter | know something's up. Tell me." Josh sounded so caring. 


Peter looked around to the bunks. The door was tight shut, and Kenny's weird snore/cough thing and Johnny's 

quiet humming. 

‘ Should 1? Peter thought frantically. 

" Josh," Peter began, playing with his hands." | had a real odd thought about Glenn, but | had a bit to drink so 
| thought it was that" Josh was silent, but he listened carefully. 

" And a few nights back." He gulped involuntarily. He gave himself a second and quickly glared at the bunk door. 
Still closed, unbelievably. 

" | walked back to the buses with Glenn, as he went into his we were still talking. He asked me to come closer, | 
did, and.. He kissed me." His voice faded into somewhat of a whisper, but Josh heard loud and clear. 


The pair were silent. Agony for Peter, confusion and bewildered for Josh. 

" Say something." Peter said, cracking the silence like a jack hammer on old concrete. 

" | don't know what to say.. Glenn kissed you? Why?" 

" He was pretty wasted, | mean he was walking like a fucking penguin 

" OK.. | guess, well no you'd be a fuck ugly woman, and | doubt he'd mistake you as one, from both talking to 
you and the height.. Does he like talk woman? | guess all woman are tall to-" 

" Shut up.. What should | do?" Peter's concern was written all over his face. 

" Tell him to stay away." Josh said, getting up. 


" You going bed?" Peter's voice was worn out from singing and all this mess. 


" Yeah. Night." 
Peter followed and tried hard to ignore his thoughts about Glenn. 


Chapter Four 


Peter didn't get much sleep. Stress is a harsh mistress. When the band all woke up, it was already one pm. 
They had barely any practice - it took almost 4 hours just to set up - and they were all quite pissed off. It 
didn't bother them too much though, they were moping around, but so was the whole of Danzig. Glenn sat 
quietly reading his Wolverine comics on the corner of the stage, the rest either playing short tunes on their 
instruments or chatting to the techs. Eventually Glenn got up to practice, and at about nine that night Type O 
came on, to a loud, cheering crowd. They played their set, everything thing went as well as usual. Peter was 
slightly absent minded. He played as well as usual, and sang fine, but his mind was elsewhere. After the show, 
they all went to some bar, while Peter and Glenn went back to the buses. Peter needed closure on this whole 


deal and he wasn't willing to do it in front of the others. 


" Look, | was drunk. I'm sorry if it's been stressing you out” Glenn said, not even looking at Peter, who stared 
at him. 

".. | wouldn't say that's a good excuse." Peter sounded like a concerned father. Glenn looked at him with a grin, " 
You liked it didn't you? | am a good kisser, so I've been told" His smug smile angered Peter. 

" No | didn't." His trailing off screamed his lie. Glenn stretched and played with his hair. Peter was so angry. 
Glenn didn't seem to care, which amazed him, and he was just making fun of the situation. 

" What do you want me to do," Glenn smiled " Buy you dinner before | kiss you next? Go home and meet your 
parents?" 

" Shut up.. You like men then?" Peter questioned. Glenn kept smiling, but stopped laughing. 

" Well.. | don't know.. You're pretty handsome." 

Peter began to blush. 

‘ Stop it! You don't like men." He thought, playing with his hands, once again. Glenn got up and sat next to Peter 
and leant his elbow on the backrest, and rested his head on his hand. 

" You wanna do it again?" a devilish grin appeared on Glenn's face. Without thinking, or maybe he did but he 
didn't do it consciously, he said 'Yes' without hesitation. Glenn knelt on the couch (try not to laugh peter) and 
pulled Peter's face into his. Glenn almost instantly stuck his tongue in, but Peter didn't complain. It was ever 


ricer than the other one. Glenn lightly brushed Peter's hair. It felt like his own; dyed and a bit dead. 


A good 4 minute kiss caused Peter to blush harder than he ever has before. Thinking about it, it went on ages. 
But it was so nice, so good, so.. Sexy. For some reason he felt bad though. He didn't understand why. He hasn't 
done anything wrong. He's just made out with the devil of metal. 

‘He tasted like chocolate chip cookies Peter thought, as Glenn found a bottle of wine in one of the cupboards. 
He poured two glasses out, gave one to Peter and they toasted their glasses. 

" When, or if, we get a chance," Glenn began, staking a big gulp. " l'm going to fuck you until you bleed." 

Peter almost choked on the wine. 

" Oh.. haha you fuck me?" Peter laughed. He was finally calm. 

" Well | wanna keep my asshole a normal size so yeah." 

Peter spat out his wine. Glenn laughed and pat Peter on the shoulder. 

" This is a guess, but you must be huge." Glenn swirled the thin, blood like wine. Peter blushed again.. He just 


couldn't control it any more. 


"IL" Peter said. Glenn looked at him, and made a ‘what?! hum noise. 

"IL. inches." Peter uttered. Glenn's eyes grew wide. He took another big gulp (the wine was near finished) and 
grabbed Peter's head, and lightly ran his fingers down Peter's jawline. His fingers were so soft, and cold. He 
pressed his forehead against Peter's and smiled So close up, Glenn looked very odd. He rubbed his nose against 
Peter's and giggled. 


" | really like you Pete. Now suck my dick." Glenn's face grew into a fierce, dominating stare. 


Cum ran down his pastel pink lips. He left it there for some time. He didn't really care, he was getting his 
pleasure now. Glenn didn't seem to even have a gag reflex. 

‘Maybe he's done this before’ Peter thought, his eyes closed in pleasure. Glenn's lips were so soft and lush. 
His tongue warm and wet on his hard shaft. Sweat dripped from Glenn's chin. The heat was dry and stiff; the 
smell of sex lingered, it hit Peter so hard in the face it was stuck in his nostrils for a few days. 

He wiped up the cum still on his lip with his finger and licked it off. Before he even realised, Peter climaxed in 


Glenn's mouth. Glenn moaned; Peter moaned louder. 


They were snuggled together on the couch. Glenn had his legs tucked under himself. Peter was spread out, his 
arm around Glenn. They didn't say a word afterwards. The mood was too perfect. Peter just had the best 
blowjob ever, and Glenn had finally found one to match Jerry Only's skill 

* Dink Dink * 

The two men almost jump out their skin Though, when Peter jumped, Glenn fell to the floor with a loud, hard 
thump. Someone was knocking on the glass of the tour bus door. Glenn scrambled to pull up his pants, while 
Peter had a I0 second panic attack. 

" Pete! You in there?!" Josh's voice echoed outside. 

" This didn't happen baby." Glenn said pulling his shirt over his head. 

‘Baby: So simple. A pet name, a name given to someone that the person giving the name, liked. A lot. Someone 
they cared for; made breakfast for, and cuddled in bed until they'd have to be pillow-fought off. Peter felt so 


much happiness from such a small, unbelievably meaningful word. 


The boys got themselves normal again. Josh, Kenny and Johnny entered the bus and said goodnight to Glenn 
who left swiftly. They didn't ask what the two did for the hours they were away. They didn't seem to care, 
they wanted sleep. Peter slept well that night. Very well. The next morning, Josh mentioned how Peter spoke in 
his sleep, something about ' Il and big holes’ 

Peter laughed, and carried on eating his breakfast. 


Chapter Five 


Peter and Glenn spoke briefly about the possibility of a second night together over the next 4 shows. It would 
be almost impossible on the buses. They thought at least somebody would get curious or want to stay with 
them too. Glenn hitched a plan which involved staying at a hotel on the next 2 day break Peter thought it 
would be a little weird he asking to stay in a hotel all the sudden, but Glenn did say he wanted too, there was 


no fuss at all. t was pot luck in Peter's eyes. 


" You're staying in my bed tonight," Glenn smiled, pouring out a glass of cheap, tasteless wine for Peter." And 
you're gonna fucking enjoy it." Peter laughed. He had never felt so comfortable with anybody before (except 
maybe Josh, but not in this way) nor has he ever liked somebody to this extent in numerous ways. Glenn 
shared his humour, his tastes (except the white wine - blagh) and he also really, really fancied him. He never 
thought he's think ‘fancied’ and ‘him’ in the same sentence. Times were changing though, and he may not have 
felt he was gay; probably bisexual. This made Peter feel sort of special. For an hour or so they only really 
spoke. Random subjects; Peter loved that. The conversations were so fluid and fun, he never felt pressured to 


keep changing. In a way, he had found the shorter, angrier version of himself. 


They had a small silence, broken by Glenn, 

" So you wanna fuck me in the ass?" Peter had spat out his wine talking to Glenn more times then normal. 

" | thought you wanted a normal size-" 

" | don't care now, l'm willing to take the pain for the pleasure.” Glenn tapped his feet excitedly. Peter happily 


agreed. 


‘ This bed's lovely and soft: Peter thought, as he thrust into the comparably tiny man. Moans squeaked out of 
him, making Peter feel quite manly. He went softly, he didn't want to break Glenn, but he was enjoying it 
anyway. Peter was groaning too. Deep, guttural ones. He lightly pulled Glenn's hair, lifting his head up slightly. 
Every time with a little purr. They lasted a good while, until Peter came. 

".. tm in pain holy fuck" Glenn huffed. He turned onto his side and curled up into a ball 

" | hurt you didn't |? | was trying to be soft-" 

" | loved it.” Glenn interrupted. Peter smiled and blushed. He leant over and pulled Glenn into a spooning position. 


Glenn cuddled into him, and the two fell asleep. 


Chapter Six 


The rest of the tour went smoothly. Every few shows they had a break, Glenn would sneak to the Type 0 
tour bus and they'd mess about. They were coming to the end and it upset Peter. He didn't know whether he'd 
keep this up with Glenn, or if he would want to. He never asked Glenn, but he felt he did this a lot. By now he 
had toured for almost |5 years, Peter couldn't imagine how many men he had caused to question their own 
sexuality. He felt like a toy, but at the same time he felt like he and Glenn had something different. Different 
to what, he didn't really understand, nevertheless it felt special. He had had girlfriends and it didn't feel near as 
amazing and as fun as he felt with Glenn. 

‘He probably doesn't care about me, l'm probably just another fucker willing to fuck him.. | mean | didn't even 


know he liked dick' Peter thought, looking out of the window of the bus, waiting for Glenn 


Another ten minutes had passed when he finally got onto the bus. He was his normal self, but quiet. 

" What's up, you're being all silent." Peter said. Glenn leant his head onto his shoulder and stared into Peter's 
eyes. 

" | wanna fuck you." 

Peter chuckled and shook his head, 

"| thought there was something wrong." 

" No we couldn't do what | want to do here." Glenn huffed. Peter looked around. 

".. Can we not?" 

" There isn't anything to lock the handcuffs too," Glenn began." And | haven't got my gag." Peter made an odd 
noise with his throat. 

‘He's into that.. How did | not guess..’ Peter thought. 

"You're coming to my place after this tour, and I'm going to make you into the big bitch you are." 

Peter smiled. He didn't want to smile, but his dick was bigger than his brain at this point. The thought of being 
gagged and fucked excited him immensely. He had done that once before with an old girlfriend but Glenn 
seemingly lived by that leather and latex stuff. He'd obviously be better at it. 

" We still have a few shows-" 

" Ugh don't remind me. | can't wait," Glenn kissed Peter's cheek. 


" | wanna blow you for now." 


Peter couldn't resist; Glenn's blowjobs were top class. Thing he found funny, a little guy could take a lot. Glenn 
knew exactly where his tongue was going and exactly where it would make Peter groan, 
" Glenn.. God you're.. You're so good at this." Peter ran his fingers through Glenn's hair. Glenn sucked harder 


than usual, and went deeper. Peter's body was overtaken by the usual ecstasy feelings. A shiver ran up his 


spine, his feet tingled and his face felt hot and pink. 


Without warning Peter came. It felt so sudden. It felt.. Forced. How long had Glenn been going? Peter didn't even 
know. 

" Was that early?" Peter worry showed in his tone. Glenn looked up. The cum was around his right eye, and 
had the most furious look Peter had ever seen. 


Peter burst out laughing. 


"Im sorry!" He laughed, as Glenn wiped the cum of his eyelashes. Glenn smiled, and flicked the white fluid into 
Peter's hair. 


Chapter Seven 


The tour finally ended. Peter was overcome with excitement of what Glenn had in store for him. 

" What's up with you man, | know you hate touring but you seem way to happy." Kenny stuffed a piece of 
buttered toast into his mouth. Peter shook out of his daydreams. 

" What? No I'm not" He huffed. 

" Fuck off you're way too happy.. You meet a girl or something?" Kenny smiled, a drop of greasy hot butter 
ran down his chin. Josh rolled his eyes, 

" Leave the guy alone, he probably just wants to sleep in a bed not a shitty bunk" 

Peter nodded and stayed quiet. Kenny shook his head, 

" No, he's found so silly little fan girl and she's gonna be the next ‘perfect one'." 

" What the fuck are you on about Kenny? Have you seen any girls with me recently? No you haven't you're 
just being the dumb little asshole you always are for no reason" Peter's seam pretty much burst. Kenny 
smirked and carried on eating silently. 


About 4 days after the tour finished and he was comfortably at home again, Peter got a call from Glenn. It 
took a lot of strength to hide his eagerness. Glenn told him to come to LA. Peter happily obliged, and went to 
LA on the earliest flight he could get on. he went straight to Glenn's. 

He rang the door bell and looked around the garden. 

‘ This place just screams Glenn Danzig’ He thought, looking at the dead daisies on the patch of dead grass. 

" Peter!" Glenn's door swung open and his voice boomed. Peter almost jumped. 

" Glenn, hey!" Peter couldn't hide his excitement. The two men went into the living room. It was covered in ram 
heads, and skeletons in glass boxes and Danzig/Samhain/Misfits memorabilia. 

‘Its a fucking room of death jesus christ: Peter thought, wide eyed. 

" Well.. It's your choice, you wanna get started or wait a bit?" 


" Get started" Peter uttered. Glenn grinned and motioned for Peter to follow him. 


They walked through the halls. The walls covered in old school horror film posters and random woman with 
their breasts out dressed up like demons. 

‘I'm getting mixed messages here. Peter thought. They went into Glenn's bedroom, and oddly enough it was 
exactly what Peter imagined. 


The walls and carpet was black - the ceiling and lamp shades too - and black and red bed covers. Also a few 
more pictures of naked woman on the walls. Red melted candles were placed around the room on pieces of 
furniture, and the door of his wardrobe was slightly open, showing nothing but black leather and/or latex 
clothing. Peter liked it. Sexy. 

" All right, I'm going to explain it. Listening?" Glenn sounded so assertive. 

" Uhuh" Peter smiled. 

" You're going to be my bitch, and I'm going to cause you so much pain that you may need to go the hospital.’ 
‘ Don't. Laugh: Peter thought. 


Glenn pushed Peter onto the bed. How, Peter didn’t really know, but he guessed he underestimated how strong 


he was. Glenn quickly climbed on top of him and pressed his lips hard against Peter's. He slowly undid the 
buttons on Peter's shirt. His hand ran down his chest, and slid under his jeans. He lightly stroked Peter's shaft. 
Peter twitched. 

" You like that?" Glenn pulled away and smiled. 

" So much..." Peter groaned happily. Glenn pulled his hand out of Peter's pants - much to his disappointment - 
and stood up. He walked over to a chest of drawers in a corner. he pulled open the bottom draw and pulled out 
some things that made Peter's heart almost skip a beat. 

A pair of black fluffy handcuffs, a blindfold, a mouth gag and a small crop. 

" Y-You're gonna use them on me?" Peter smiled wide. 


Glenn nodded and pushed the drawer back in with his foot. 


Peter was bent over the side of the bed. He had a red ball gag in his mouth. His hands were tied behind his 
back and he was wearing the blindfold. He breathed heavily, waiting in anticipation for Glenn to finally give the 
first lashing. He didn't really know how to feel. Excited, or terrified before his brain decided the painful cane 
across his bare arse appeared. His body jerked forward and his screams were muffled by the mouth gag. All 


he could feel was pain and arousal, and all he heard was Glenn's manic laughter. Another whip, after another, 


and another. It hurt so GOOD. 


About 5 more minutes of whipping, and it finally ended, to Peter's dismay. 

Peter mumbled something. Glenn removed the gag. 

" Why'd you stop?" Peter let out a large huff. 

" Gonna fuck you in the ass now." Glenn said calmly. Before he began, Glenn rubbed Peter's arse. He massaged 
his thumbs up to the lower part of his back, and down to his thigh. Peter groaned softly. Then (his usual trick) 
he rammed into Peter. Peter groaned louder than he knew possible. Glenn was as rough as he always was and 


Peter loved every second. 


Glenn came inside him with a breathless, final moan that lasted about IO whole seconds. He leant forward and 
planted a small kiss on Peter's back Peter lay there after Glenn stood up for about 5 minutes. He couldn't 

really feel his legs nor arse. Glenn removed the gag and blindfold, and unlocked the cuffs. Glenn left the room. 
Peter crawled onto the bed and lay down for a bit. Mainly for his legs to regain consciousness, and to have a 


little rest. He fell asleep, for how long he didn't really know, but when he got up he couldn't find Glenn, 


2 hours passed. Glenn wasn't in the house for sure, so Peter made himself comfortable on the cough in the 
living room, where he sat with Glenn's black cat on his knee, purring softly from Peter's gentle itching behind 
his ear. He also made himself a cup of coffee, and watched a few episodes of the Simpsons. Finally, Peter heard 
the front door open, and in came Glenn. 

" Hey, thought you were asleep." Glenn sat next to him. 

" | was, woke up about 2 hours ago." 

Glenn stared at him. 

" Oh.. Sorry, | thought you were gonna sleep way longer." 

Peter had a ‘It's fine’ gesture. 

" Look Pete," Glenn began. " I'll have to be honest with you. | only really wanted this one more time. As you 


probably guessed.. | only really do this as a tour only thing. | just wanted to do all this stuff at home. Nothing 


against you; Just what | do | suppose." 

Peter's face was blank, however inside his heart was ripping apart like two cats fighting over a mouse. 

" |-| understand." 

‘Hide the pain. Hide. The. Pain’ He thought, his heart racing at a crazy speed. 

"Im real sorry.. | should have told you at the beginning." Glenn mumbled. He seemed to be pretty upset too. 
" No, | knew it'd only be a one off thing.. Its fine." His voice was emotionless and monotone. Glenn sensed the 
pain Peter was feeling. 

" You all right?" Glenn rubbed Peter's trembling thigh. " You can sleep here tonight." 

Peter nodded. They both went to Glenn's bedroom. Glenn felt asleep quickly. Peter lay there and kept his hands 
over his face. 


‘| knew | wasn't special. | fucking knew itt He thought, holding back his tears. 


Part 2 - Chapter One 


A full year had passed since the Danzig/Type 0 tour. Peter felt nothing for Glenn any more, or that's what 
he'd tell himself anyway. He did miss him, but he didn't mind. Happens a lot he thought. He did always think 
about the other guys that Glenn could have manipulated into fucking him. Maybe even Jerry Only at one point. 
He cringed at the thought. He was somewhat happy again Peter was preparing for a new tour, this time with 
power metal monsters Pantera He really loved their music, and had met their guitarist Dimebag Darrell once 
before. Only spoke for a few minutes, but he seemed like a nice down-to-earth guy. Their tour started very 
soon and Peter was excited to tour with a known party animal band. He didn't even really like things like that, 
but when ever he saw interviews or the Headbanger's Ball specials with them on the whole room would burst 


with metallised passion. 


The day came to meeting Pantera properly, as their tour bus finally arrived. Their lead singer Philip jumped off 
the bus and went straight to Peter and shook his hand. 

" Hey, I'm Phil, this is Dime, Rex and Vinnie," His finger pointed to each member. 

" You must be Peter.. | could tell." 

" How so?" Peter's voice sounded hesitant. 

" Cos they said you were fuckin’ huge!" Phil burst out into a hoarse chuckle. Peter couldn't help but laugh. 
That cackle of Phil's was contagious. 


Peter introduced Phil to the rest of Type 0, and they got on their way. 


" Fuck they're nice guys," Johnny opened the first beer of the day." That Dimebag is a funny fucker." 

" Same with Philip. Real nice guy." Kenny added. Josh stayed his quiet self and Peter nodded along to the 
compliments of their new friends, and the guys carried on drinking until they got to their first venue. It looked 
small from the outside, but when they got it, they saw just how huge both the stage and standing area was. 
" People are gonna fuckin’ fight to the death in there." Philip laughed, as he sat on top of a speaker. Peter was 
leaning on said speaker, as the two talked. Dimebag pranced around the stage with his guitar, seeming to get a 
‘feel! to what he was about to perform in. 

" So like, how'd you like to perform?" Philip croaked. 

" What'd you mean?" 

" Y'know, do yer run round, fight, or d'you stay still like a big dead fuckin’ tree?" 

" Tree. It's what we do best" Peter chirped. Philip cackled and downed his beer. 


" Hey Dime!" Philip jumped off the speaker, landed on bent knees. 

" Uhuh?" Dimebag bounced over like a puppy. 

" We er, we have a little.. Game we play with our tour friends dont we?" 

Peter's ears pricked up, 

" Games?" 

" Oh yeah haha, games!" Dimebag boasted. The two laughed and Peter gulped. 

" Ah I'm kiddin’, we just like messin’ bout on stage that's all." 

" Though we might throw food and/or beer at youse, OK?" Dimebag smiled. 

" Yeah, that's fine" Peter laughed. He could tell they were serious, but he knew Kenny and Johnny wouldn't get 


put down without a fight. 

‘ This is gonna be a fun tour. Peter thought, as he watched Dimebag bounce off again, spinning as he played 
the intro to I'm Broken. 

Philip followed Dimebag, but turned to face Peter for a second and winked. 

 Shit.. Don't even dare’ Peter thought, as held back a wink. 

‘ Don't even start, no, don't even ATTEMPT, to go for him. Don't become a big, stronger Glenn’ He thought, 
biting his bottom lip. 


Chapter Two 


The first night's show went brilliantly. Pantera bounced about and caused mayhem and Type O calmed the 
whole crowd down for a lovely ending to the night. They all stayed back stage a while, drinking and talking. 
Every so often, Peter's mind went blank and all he could think of was Philip, and how attractive he was now. He 
hated this; yet, happily thought about it silently while Dimebag spoke about his guitar techniques. Was he going 
to try anything? He didn't know yet. Philip seems like an funny, understanding guy and he'd probably take it as 
a compliment if anything. 

But what if he felt the same. 

What if, by incredible chance, he actually felt the same. 

‘ Bullshit: Peter thought, narrowing his eyebrows. 


He had about 4 bottles of wine to himself that night. Not because he wanted to, he sort of did it 
automatically. He was quite drunk when they were getting back to the tour buses. Philip was trotting along 
beside him - both far behind the rest - and he started rambling about something. 

" Y'know Pete you're one nice guy," He hiccuped." | bet any girls would kill to fuck you." 

Peter began to laugh, 

" That's an odd conversation starter." 

" Truth, that's all" Philip giggled In his drunken state, he fell into Peter. 

" Sorry big guy." Philip mumbled, as he got back to being balanced. Peter had his hands on Philip's shoulders, 
and before he could resist his own minds wishes, he quickly slid them on the bottom jaw of Philip. Before his 


drunken brain could access what was going on, Peter kissed him. 


Peter realised that Philip and lightly put his hands on his hair. His fingers slowly pulled and stroked the black 
dyed mane. Peter pulled away. 

" $-Sorry," He mumbled." | don't know what came over me." 

Philip smiled and shook his head, 

"Its alright man, for a second | thought you were just some big ass girl." 

Peter burst out laughing, causing one of the guys in front to shout back 

" Hey! Hurry up." It was Rex. 


They were last, as suspected, and Peter began to climb into the bus when Philip turned him around. He quickly 
grabbed Peter's crotch and grinned. 

"| want this." He announced. Peter was almost trembling with excitement. 

" But not now, cos the guys are still awake.." He trailed off, let go of his grasp, and waddled over to his bus, 
and went inside. 

Peter stood there for a second. 


Did that just happen? Or was it another weird imagination sequence. 


Chapter Three 


The next few shows were the best Type O Negative have ever preformed. Pantera caused such chaos and 
passion to flow through both the crowds, themselves and Type 0. People were thrown over the crowds for 
Christ's sake. A few kids made it onto stage, shook hands with Philip or Peter or whoever, and then dived back 
into the blood churning moshpit. Peter had seen fighting before, but not to fight over how good the music was. 
There're first times for everything he guessed. 


They found a bar after one of these shows, and had even more fun than on stage. Dimebag and Johnny had a 
drinking competition, Kenny was blind drunk with Rex discussing why tits are better than arse, and Peter, Josh, 


Philip and Vinnie Paul talked like normal, drunk as Russians gentlemen 


complain" Kenny's voice boomed over everyone. It made everyone laugh, but from Kenny's angry looks he was 


trying to attempt a completely serious argument. 


After Dimebag finished his dance on the table and Philip had stopped chugging Whiskey they all started back to 
their tour buses. Rex and Vinnie Paul dragged Dimebag back, who was hesitant to leave the alcohol behind, and 
Josh and Johnny helped Kenny back; he still screaming ‘TITTY FOR HICKEY.. 

Behind them again, was Peter and Philip waddling along, giggling. 

" Hey man." Philip began " You wan' go behind dem buses?" 

" What for?" Peter coughed; throat almost dead from such dry alcohol. He didn't usually drink Whiskey, but 
when you're with Southern boys they have powers over you. 

" Haha.. Haha, y'know." Philip's grin was big and fierce. Peter stared back like a confused puppy. 

" You lie behind the bus, and I'll suck yer dick!" Philip grinned wide. 


Peter crawled on his hands and knees (safer than him trying to sit straight down) and he sat up propped by 
the the side of the bus tire. He unzipped his jeans, and pulled them down a bit. He fumbled a bit, but got them 
to the point he could get his cock out without harm. Philip quickly dropped to his knees and dived straight in. 


Philip caressed and embraced Peter's stiff shift with his tongue. He slowly went up and down, licking like a dog. 
Peter groaned loudly. He admitted to himself, he wasn't better than Glenn. However, he was DAMN GOOD. Philip 
was breathing heavier than Peter at one point. He moaned between sucks, each louder and more passionately. 
Peter placed his hands - trembling - onto Philip's head. He gently massaged behind his ears as the last few 


sucks really blew him away. 


He came in Philip's mouth, and with a wink and smile, he swallowed. The two men both got up silently, and 
walked back to their buses. Philip turned and winked, then went inside. Peter felt proud of himself. He was now 
the dom in his eyes. 


Chapter Four 


Each show got more and more chaotic. Squid was shoved into boots; old meat and fish were thrown over the 
drums and other equipment; probably a million rolls of toilet paper thrown over both crowd and the two bands. 
Philip, Rex and Dimebag bounced around like rabbits on heat and Vinnie Paul made it his job, neigh his duty, to 
make Type 0 smell like they just got off a garbage barge. It was the most fun Type 0 had have.. Well ever. 
Peter was having loads of fun of his - and Philip's - own. They got together every other night. They would 
always ‘coincidentally’ want to stay on their buses the same nights. No one bat an eyelid, luckily. See the great 
thing about both these bands: Obsession with alcohol. Some see it as a horrible, talent-deteriorating pain killer, 
while others are fun at parties. 


They were 2 months into the tour. It was over in about a month and 2 weeks. Peter was almost having heart 
palpitations. He had ages to go but he didn't want it to end. The same feeling with Glenn. He knew this by about 
day 3 of the weird, not-so-relationship-relationship. With Glenn he felt like he didn't need to work so hard 

(He was in a 4 month sex-only relationship with a short hot head why does he pretend like it was a lifetime 
thing) 

and Glenn always wanted him back 

(Who needs woman, hey? Not straight men that's who) 

Peter missed Glenn a lot. However he was now the ‘Glenn’, Philip was now his little, southern ‘Peter’. He felt.. 
Empowered. He never really realised whilst it was happening but Peter was the little bitch boy. He was now 
very, very aware of his power over Philip. He wasn't mean to him, or forced anything. Peter would absolutely 


despise himself for that. He just, knew he was the dominate and was happy about it. Nothing wrong with that. 


Philip also realised the tour was nearing a close. He wasn't too phased. He was having fun in a few ways. He 
never, ever, have done anything like that before. It was one hell of a thrill ride. It wasn't just because Peter 
was the same gender - To Philip that was just a small detail - but because they had to sneak around and 


work out ways to do it under cover. 


One thing both men never realised, was that they were on the same paths leading to different endings 


Chapter Five 


Peter's head was tilted to the left. His hands grasped at his own hair. The pain from almost pulling it out only 
intensified the experience. His cheeks felt bright red and shivers repeatedly ran up and down his spine. 

‘Fuck he is so good at this: He thought, looking down at Philip's head. It was bobbing up and down in a fast, 
uneven pace. Philip really knew what he was doing. Maybe too well, Peter had thought. Maybe he was bi. It 
would explain a lot, because Philip had been going around with girls all over him and he wasn't hesitant at all. 
Peter was so sure Philip only liked woman, at least before meeting him but damn, boy knows how to suck dick. 


And he didn't mind doing all the work. Peter thought he had sucked Philip once, and he didn't even finish that. 


Philip slowed down. This caused the ecstasy levels to rise in Peter's brain and he screamed as he came. He 
screamed very, very loud. He quickly grabbed his mouth and his eyes widened as he stared at the worried 
looking Philip. From outside - to their absolute dismay - came a familiar voice. 


" Fuck was that?" 
Dimebag's voice echoed in the horrifying silence. 


Peter quickly pulled up his jeans and Philip scrambled to his feet and quickly sat on the opposite couch to Peter 
and grabbed a half bottle of beer. They sat there in pure terror, until the door swung open to a tipsy 
Dimebag. 

" Guys did you do that scream?" He gurgled. 

" Er, yeah that was me. A moth's shadow caught my eye haha" Peter laughed nervously. Philip quietly drank 
from his bottle. Dimebag bounced beside Peter and the two chatted for the rest of the night. 


For a few days Philip was hesitant to talk to Peter other than with everyone there. Peter felt like it was all 
his fault. But, he didn't know what was his fault. Was he just frightened of Dimebag finding out 

( But Dimebag is such a nice, understanding guy he probably wouldn't care) 

or was he finished with Peter but didn't have the heart to say. 


Peter pulled him to the side after a show. The others left, and Peter noticed Philip wouldn't look him in the eye. 
" What's up, man" Peter growled. 

" Nothing.. | just.. | just don't wanna carry this thing on any more." Philip watched his feet tap the ground. 

" Well.. Why didn't you just say?" Peter grittered his teeth. 

‘Why am | so mad?" 

" You really should have just said." 

"Im sorry! Jeeze." Philip pushed Peter's hand off his shoulder. He walked off in the direction of the rest of 
the bands. Peter stood there silent, fists tightly gripped. 

‘ Fuck.. What have | done’ He thought, gulping hard. 


Chapter Six 


Everything went weird after that encounter. Philip still happily bounced around on stage - with Dimebag - and 
annoyed and played with Peter, but after the shows ended, they would barely make eye contact. Nobody 
seemed to notice but the tension was there, and it was big and bold. Peter hated it, but at the same time he 
didn't want to be the one to say anything. He felt like if he did, he'd lose.. In some way. He had no idea where 
these thoughts were appearing from. He liked Philip, even as a friend, but his mind was so set on being the 


boss and being the one who doesn't break first he didn't even realise he was making it all worse. 


He didn't want to confront Philip. That would cause too much stress and pain for Peter. And he was scared 
Philip would tell everyone about it. 

(Never mind the fact Philip sucked more dick in 4 months than a 30 year old porn star's whole career. Yeah 
sure we'll ignore that) 


He didn't want to ‘come out unintentionally. He didn’t think Philip would like that either. Although he knew he'd 
have to say something. One day. Preferably soon. 


" Phil,” Peter took a huge swig of the fruity, thin wine. " Got a second?" The two walked into the corner of the 
bar. The rest didn't even notice. 

"Im sorry | shouted at you. | don't want us to hate each other for this." Peter mumbled. 

"ts alright man.. | got freaked when Dimebag came barging in" Philip rubbed his arm. They couldn't look 
each other in the eye. 

Peter felt like if he did, his heart would immediately stop and he'd turn to stone. Philip felt like he'd lose an 
amazing friend. 

" Look we can't carry this on. | have a girl back home so." Philip admitted. Shame was riddled in his voice. 
Peter was taken back. He didn't like cheaters very much. 

" Why'd you do this then? What if she found out?" Peter knew his voice would sound angry, but couldn't 
prevent it. 

" She'd dump me, prolly sell it to KERRANG, and we'd be officially gay." Philip's sarcasm didn't drop the dark 


mood. 


Peter didn't know what to do. He didn't like that he was technically used, but he couldn't even vent to anybody. 
He felt horrible. Angry, anxious, annoyed. This wasn't like with Glenn. Glenn didn't have a girl at home 

( Peter honestly thinks Glenn's not into woman at all really) 

and if he did, he didn't seem like a guy who'd take advantage. But this shocked him. 

Philip. A lovely, down to earth southern boy who likes to get naked and drunk a lot. But a cheater? 

Shock. Absolute shock. 


Last day of the tour. 

Peter was stressed. He hadn't spoke to Philip for about 3 days. Last show came and went. A great show in his 
honest opinion. Peter went straight to the tour bus and drank alone. In the quiet of the night. 

It made him feel a bit better. 


2 bottles. 

His mind was numbing. His thoughts were becoming less Philip, more the normal shit. 

4 bottles. 

By this point he had hit his head about lb times. Low ceilings and 6f8 didn't go well together. 
4 bottles. 


A knock on the door startled the drunken giant. IN trotted Dimebag. He had a small smile on his face. 

" Hey Peter, came to check on yer bud." 

"I'm fine.. Just needed some alone time." 

" Well you've had enough. I'm here now." The black tooth grin was shadowed by his moustache. Peter smiled 
back. 

" Thanks." Peter muttered. Dimebag sat next to him and playfully punched his arm. 

"Gone miss the tour?" 


" Nah.. | miss home for once." Peter smirked. Dimebag grinned, leaned over and planted a small kiss on Peter's 


cheek. 
Peter was silent, still and stunned. 
" Goodnight Peter." Dimebag stood up and happily waddled out the tour bus. 


Peter regained feeling. He looked around. Had that just happened? Was this his odd mind finding a way to make 
himself feel better? 


Either way, he had a smile on his face. And not a fake one this time. 


~~ The End 


